LITTLE   WHITE   GODS       in
trenches side by side, and no one knew who was
alive and who was dead. As he accosted the
Englishman, jubilantly exclaiming: " Sahib, sahib5',
the Englishman brushed him aside, and when
he persisted in coming "in the way, the Englishman
pushed him aside with the remark: "Suver kabuccha"
Rooted to the ground the old Indian orderly stood.
He watched his old master pass, the same man
for whom he had crawled on his belly to fetch water
when they both lay wounded. "Suver ka buccha,"
he kept repeating to himself as he returned home a
disillusioned old man ; and when his wife asked him
that night why he would not eat his food he merely
replied that he was not well and he was seeing and
hearing things he could not believe. Next morning,
when he took out his medals from Ms old steel
trunk, he noticed how dirty they had become, and
with fond affection he polished them again. The
sahib must not have recognized him, he said to
himself. In that belief he was prepared to lump the
insult, even though he was a devout Mohammedan.
This story is not registered anywhere, so we can
safely say that it is the result of vicious propaganda
against the British, But I remember hearing it
many years ago and sometimes wonder if it is not
true. I know it could be, and that thought alone
is so depressing, for don't forget, this trustee
obligation requires the trustee to be above
suspicion.